A MERE INTERLUDE
He jumped up like the anxious old man that he
was, caught up his own hat from a back table, and
without observing the other hastened out and down-
stairs.
Left alone she gazed and gazed at the back of the
door, then spasmodically rang the bell. An honest-
looking country maid-servant appeared in response.
* A hat! ' murmured   Baptista,  pointing with her
finger.    ' It does not belong to us.'
'O yes, I'll take it away,' said the young woman
with some hurry (It belongs to the other gentleman.'
She spoke with a certain awkwardness, and took
the hat out of the room. Baptista had recovered her
olitward composure. ' The other gentleman ?' she
said. ' Where is the other gentleman ? '
' He's in the next room, ma'am. He removed out
of this to oblige 'ee.'
' How can you say so ? I should hear him if he
were there,' said Baptista, sufficiently recovered to
argue down an apparent untruth.
' He's there,' said the girl, hardily.
' Then it is strange that he makes no noise,' said
Mrs. Heddegan, convicting the girl of falsity by a look.
* He makes no noise ; but it is not strange,' said the
servant.
All at once a dread took possession of the bride's
heart, like a cold hand laid thereon ; for it flashed
upon her that there was a possibility of reconciling
the girl's statement with her own knowledge of facts.
* Why does he make no noise ?' she weakly said.
The waiting-maid was silent, and  looked at her
questioner.     'If  I   tell  you,   ma'am,   you  won't tell
missis ? ' she whispered.
Baptista promised.
* Because he's a-lying dead !' said the girl.    ' He's
the schoolmaster that was drownded yesterday.'
1 O !' said the bride, covering her eyes. ' Then he
was in this room till just now ?'
* Yes,' said the maid, thinking the young lady's
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